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	Method to Madness

_Knowledge is leverage. _

_Patience is key._

_Family is everything._

_Nobody taught me this, I just learned on my own that while everything happens for a reason, you can determine what to avoid. What to chase and also when to trust. Choices guide your path in life, reactions make up consequences, the ending results are limitless. Though what do I know really, I'm only fifteen. Raise by my mother and her family in New Zealand. The country I had been born in. Though I am a very bi or tri-racial human. My mother is half Moroccan and half Māori. I on the other hand have these genetics as well as my father's...and my father is... well I'm not so sure. She doesn't tell me much but that's because for the pass two years I had been training. _

_I'm not so ordinary, I'm a witch...in training to be exact. My mother is a master in mākutu. She is actually the head of the coven in New Zealand, though temporarily my aunt is in charge until our return. We are in London, on business. Says my mother...for the pass three years. I have been here since I was twelve and you know what I have learned? Not as much as I would like! I can channel other witches, that was something mother taught me when my powers were coming in but not the point._

_My mother opened a bakery. Of all things. I haven't even gotten my ring to channel my powers through. Well actually she has it, and i can only use it qhen we are training but still...Can you believe that? I'm tapping in more to my powers everyday and she insists on selling cookies and cakes._

_Despite how good they are and how calm life was, I soon came to realize the true reason of my mother's business...well the bakery was what she wanted to do ever since her first visit to London about a year prior to my birth. Mother has never kept secrets from me but...this was more than a secret. I don't know the full details...but I do know...she is dying. Slowly at that. She hides it but I can tell. She'll cough violently and then spits up blood. She'll faint out of nowhere or drop the lightest of objects._

_But tonight...tonight was different...we were being hunted. Not just us but other witches in other countries. It's low key for now but words gets out to coven leaders and they try not to let the situation get out of hand. All we did was leave from a meeting with the coven leaders from Wales and Ireland. Next thing I know, mother and I are being chased._

_And now...now we are on a darken path in the forest...we are not lost...I did this purposely. I know where to go because despite her not telling me, I found out who my father is. Besides... Mother is hurt badly, she was shot because her condition acted up during our escape. The carriage...it could be better...a few holes here and there, the horse scared be he's calm now._

_I know it's late...very late...but..this has to work...I can't lose my mother...not tonight..._

_So now...I'm getting the courage to walk up to the door and..._

* * *

><p>Sebastian was tidying up for the following morning when he heard a frantic knocking at the door. He only hurried because he did not want his young lord to be disturbed. The knocking did not stop.<p>

"I'm sorry but it is late and the Earl will not..." This is what Sebastian began to say when he opened the door. What he was not expecting was a young teen standing there. Dirt on her clothing and face. Dark hair held together in a braid and twisted into a bun, except for the strands of hair that fell out of place. Her dark brown eyes filled with worry. "I'm sorry young lady but if you have business with my master, come back at a more appropriate time." His voice gentle as he spoke.

"No, I can't. I need help. We need help, please let us in." She spoke, breathing hard. Her accent similar to a British accent but obviously she was not from here.

"Miss...I can't-"

"Please. My mother is... is hurt, she'll die if she doesn't get help. Just...just for tonight..."

Sebastian frowned, he sighed. As much as he would want to help...if he wished to, he simply could not invite strangers into his master's home. "Accept my apologies..." He began.

He was going to reject them, she knew it. Of course. "I..." She gulped. "I know you're a demon." She said with a ring of fear in her voice. But her words were enough to keep Sebastian from talking. Splease she jumped for it. "You're..." She spoke quietly. "A demon. Please..." She waited for his response.

Sebastian looked behind her, he could definitely feel the life of a human slipping away. Then he looked to the girl. Ultimately, his curious took over and he opened the door. "I will get your mother, do not make any noises." He instructed.

The girl nodded and stepped inside as he went into the night and picked up her mother from the carriage. Before long they were settled in a guest room, far from the Earl's room. Sebastian stitched up the girl's mother, while the girl stared out the window.

"I'm finished, she will be fine in the morning but I do have some questions for you." The girl looked at him. "How...do you know?" He spoke with a smile as his eyes glowed.

* * *

><p>Author Notes:<p>

This probably seems very Mary sue on so many levels but in my opinion...it's not...I swear...or at least I hope.

In reality, I have read my share of fics with similar elements so honestly I just hope that this differs from the typical 'omg another one of these." Or whatever. I'm not sure..I just hope this is interesting enough...I'm trying...

Enjoy...
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